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If ener he baue wife Iet her be made 
Asmiferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my ppore Lord and thee. 

Comenow towards C/wjty withyour holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there: 

Andftill as youareweary of the waight, Enter 

Keft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. Glocefter . 

Gio. Stay you that beare the coarfe, and fet it downe. 
Zd.What blacke Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
lo ftop dcuotedcharitabledeeds: 

Glo. Villaine, fet downe the coarfe,or by Saint Paut % 
ïle make a corfe of him that difobeyes ? 

Gen, Stand backe and let the coffin paffe- 
Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ft and ft t hou whenl command, 
Aduance thy halbert higherthen my breaft, 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And lpurne vpon thee begger forthyboldnefle» 

Zrf-What do you tremble,are you all affraid ? 

Alaffe,I blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannotendure theDiuell» 

Auantthou fearefull minifterofhell, 

Thou hadftbut power duerhis mortall body, 

His foule thou canft not haue thereforc be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not focurft. 

I^j-Foule diuell,for Gods fake hcnce,and trouble vS not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy heil, 

Fird it with curling cryes,and deepe exclaimes, 
thou delight to view thy hanious dceds, 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries- 
Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afrefh, 
Blulh,blufh, thou lumpe of foule deformity, 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood, 

Fromcold and empty veines where no blood dwelsé 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this bloed mad’ft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft,reuenge his death: 
Bither heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead, 

Or 


Or Earth gape open 'wide , and eate him qniclce. 

As thou didft iwallow vp this good Kings blood, 

Which his Hell-gouernd armeiiath butebered. . 

Glo. Lady,you knowno rule of charity, 

Which render good for bad , bleflings for curies, 
X,4.Villanne, thou knoweft no law of God, nor matv 
Nobeaft fo fierce , but knowes lome touch ofpitty, 

Glo. But I knovv none, and thereforeamno beaft- 
La. Oh wonderfull when diuels teil the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe deuine perfeftien of a woman. 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to glue mee leaue, 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfê- 
La. Vouchfafe defufed infe&ion ofa man, 

For thefe knowne euils, but to giue mee leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer thentonguecanname thee ,-Iet mee batte 
Some patiënt leafure to excufe my felfe. . i I n 
La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No exciifecnrrant, but to hang thy felfe. r 
Glo. By fuch dilpaire Ifhould accufe my felfe. 

^•And by dilpaiiïng fliouldft thou ftand exenfd 
For doing worthy vcngeance on thy felle, . f - ! 
Which didft, vnworthy flaughtcr vpon others- 
Glo. Say that I flew them net.. 


Butdead they areanddiuelilh flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband- 

La. Why then hee is alftte- 

G/^.Nay hc is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

-rt^L ^'dethroatthoulieft. Qjueene Marèret faw 
t hy blqedy faulchion fmooking in his blood, ° 
Xncvvbich thoq once didft bendagainft herbreft-, 

Bu “hat my brother beat aflïde the poynt. 

* ‘.Y, as P ro |ioked by herflanderous toneue- 
Whichlaid her geilt vpon fny guiltlnelfe Ihouldérs ■ 

La. I hou waftprouöked by thy blocdy minde. 

N nich neuer fit*»™* ~~ __tL ,k... i... i' :. 


\XJ t • . uy LLiy üiwvuy miHClC* 

jn\ neucr dreamt on oughtjbut butcherycs-' • 

Didft thou not kill this King ? Glo.l grint vee, 

. $ ' 


E-ady 
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